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Merry Ficmas 
"John! What's the holdup? Photographer's waiting." 


Intemperate tone and impatient bang tells me Pete's pissed in more ways than one. Knew he wasn't sober, and 


now can tell he's angry. Well, I'm trying, but.. 


"Give me a minute." | growl, still struggling. Costume's perfect, and | know it. Scarlet shirt of soft sateen sports 
slight shirring at sleeve, brilliantly contrasting beneath royal-blue velvet vest. Smoky grey ascot is exact same 
shade as the trousers which are currently giving me such trouble. I'd been so excited to be pictured in this 


fetching getup..maybe 100 excited, it now seems. 


"We don't HAVE a minute!" Pete slides back concealing curtain with glowering glare. "The whole spread will be of 
ROGER if you don't get a move on, and he's got a big enough head as it IS." keen gaze rakes as wicked smile 
suddenly blooms, and | cannot help but blush "oh, | SEE. Big head in HERE, too, yeah?" Pete leers "You KNOW 
how to fix that, so hurry up." 


He moves to leave, but my muttered protest "I'm not doing..THAT.in a changing room." brings him back to my 


side, a bit too close for comfort. 


"So stuff it in and take the shoot with a big boner." is insinuatingly urged, brandy breath tickling my ear. 


“Stiffstander in slick serge slacks..the girlies'll love it." 


That's what I'd been TRYING to do, but now l'm forced to admit in embarrassed hiss "Not gonna fit... zipper 


won't close." 


Pete winsomely whispers "If I'd known THAT was the trouble, I'd have sent in cute new drummer. Guess you're 


stuck with me." 


He slides a brusque, businesslike hand swiftly into my open trousers, invoking flustered flinch and shocked gasp. 


"You can't-" 


"Shh." he interrupts in muted murmur as deft digits delve. "You know | can. Hold still, and | promise there'll be 


no telltale spots." 


He always knows what he's doing..does it so well. Firm fingers fondle as | plant my feet firmly apart, letting him 
work his wicked way. Illicit excitement intensely inflames, and before | can breathe another word of protest his 
other hand has reached around to catch my eager ejaculations onto awaiting swatch of white cotton. He wipes 


me dry with his handkerchief before kissing me briefly on the back of befuddled head. 


"Too big for your britches, John. That's what you GET for buying them a size too tight. | love helping you get 
dressed, though, and you always look splendid It'll fit now." 


He's right. The zipper closes easily, and I'm only a few deep breaths away from facing the camera. Nobody will 
ever have a clue what just happened. Well, maybe Keith. Little Loon's got a sixth sense for this sort of thing, 
but he can't handle it.or me.. so discreetly as Pete. 


